
Trqylusand Crejsida. 


In ranke Jlckitles, vru& or now be cropt. 

Or fhedding breed a Nurfcry oflike cuil 
Toouer-bulkcvs all. 

Neft. Wcl,and how ? 

Vlyf This challenge chat the gallant Hector fends, 
How euer it is fpred in genera! name, 

Relates in purpofe pncly to Achilles. 

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuous euen as fubftance, 
Whole groffenefic little charratftersfumme yp. 

And in the publication make no ftrainc, 

But that Achilles, were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though (Apollo knowes) 

3 Tis dry enough, wil with great fpeede ofiudgement, 
I, with celerity, finde Hectors purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Vlyf And wake him to the anfwer, thinke you? 
Neft . Yes, ’tis moft meet; who may youelfeoppofe 
That can from Heitor bring his Honor off,' 

If not Achilles; thought be a fportfull Combate, 

Yet in th;s triall, much opinion d weh. 

For heere the Troyans tafte our deer’ll repute 
With their fin’ll pallate: and cruft to me Vlyjfes, 

Our imputation fhall be oddely poiz'd 
In this wildc action. For thefucceffe 
(Although particular) fin all giue a fcantling 
Of good or bad, rnto the Generali ; 

And in iuch Indexes, alrhough fmall prickes 
To their fubfequent Volumes, there is feene 
The baby figure of theGyant-maffe 
Of things to come at large. It is fuppos’d* 

H hat meets Heitor t \KTues from our choyfe ; 

And choifc being rnutttall a<ftc ofall our loules. 

Makes Merit her election* and doth boyle 
As # twcrc, from forth vs all: amandiftiH’d 
Out of our Vcrtues; who mifcarry ing, # 

What heart from hence reccyues the conqu’ringpart 
To ftcele a ftrong opinion totbcmfelues. 

Which entertain’d, Limbcs arc in hu inftruments. 

In no leffe working, then arc Swords and Bowes 
Dir'etftiue by the Limbes. 

Vlyf. Giue pardon to my fpeech : 

Therefore ’tis meet, Achtlies meet not Heitor \ 

Let vs (like Merchants) fhew our fowled Wares, 

And thinke perchance they’l fell: If not. 

The lufter of the better yet to fticw. 

Shall (hew-the better. Do not confcnt, 

That cuer Hector and Achilles meete: 

For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 

Are dogg’d with two ftrange Followers. 

Neft. I fee them not with my old cies: what arc they? 

Vlyf What glory our Achilles fharcs from Heitor , 
(Were he not proud) we all fhould weare with hira: 

But healready is too infolenc, 

And we were better parch in Affrickc Sunne, 

Then in the pride and fait fcornc of his eyes 
Should he feape Hector h ire. If he were foyld* 

Why then we did our maine opinion crnfti 
In taint of our bell man. No, make a Lottery, 

And by deuice let blockifh Aiaxd raw 
! The fort to fight with Heitor: Among our felues^l 
Giue him allowance as the worthier man, 

For that will phyficke the great Myrmidon 
Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
I His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends, 
i If the duH brainlefie Aiax come fafe off, 
iWee’ldreffe him vp invoyccs rifhefaile, 





Yet go wc vnder our opinion ftill 
That we haue better men. But hit or miff. 

Our proie$s life this fljape offence aff um „ 

Aiax imploy’d,p!uckcs downe Achilla pi ’ 

Neft, Now Fipfit. I begin to rcllift, tS*- 
And 1 wil giue a tafte of it forthwith ^ 

To Agamemnon, go we to him ftraighc: 

Two Currcs lhal tame each other, PriH. ,i 
Muft tarre the Mafliffes on,as *twcre their b"' 

Enter Aiax,and T berfttes. ^ 

Aia. Thcrfites > 

ifheh.d Bi„ i(W) ^ 

Aia. Therfttes ? 

Ther. And tbofe Byles did runne, fay f 0 . did 
General run, were not that a botchy core ? * ° d not 
cAia. Doggc. 1 

Jber.Thc plague ofGreece vpon thee tho” , 
beefe-witted Lord, u Mungrcl 

Aia. Spcake then you whinid’ft leauen fpeake ,I«-i 
beate thee into handfomnefle. P Jr* Iwi ‘l 

Ther, I lhal fooner tayle thee into wit and hoWi? 
but I thinke thy Horfe wil fooner con an Oration £ 

learn a prayer without booke: Thoucanft fthke’ ,1 

thou ? A red Murren o*th thy lades trickes. ’ 

Aia. Toads ftoole, learne me the Proclamation 
Ther. Doeftthoinhmk.I h, M „o facctk.,,*, 
*Atia. The Proclamation. / . , 

Ther. Thou art proclaim’d a fooIe.T thinke/ " “ 
A,a. Do not Porpentine,do not; my finge/sitch. 

. , r T I would thou didft itch from head to foot ad 

watb to ' : ‘’ K>1wouW " ,kc 

Aia. I fay the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumblcft &raileft eueryhoote on A. 
chilles y and thou art as ful ofenuy at his greatnes, as Ccr - 
bertu\% at Proferpina's beauty. I, that thou baikfl at him. 
Aia* Miftreffe Ther files 9 
Ther. Thou fhould’ft ftrike him. 

Aia. Coblofe. 

Ther. He would pun thee into flhiuers with his fift, as 
a Sailor breakes a bisket. f 

Ata. You horfon Curre. ^rr.Dojdo, 

Ata. Thou ftoole for a Witch. 

7 her. I^do / do,thou fodden-witced Lord: thou haft 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows: An Afinico 
may tutor thee. Thou feuruy valiant Affe,thou art heere 
but tothrefb Troyans, and thou arc bought and folde a- 
mong thole ofany wit, like a Barbarian flaue. Ifthou vfc 
to beat mej wil begin at thy heele 3 and tel what thou art 
by inchcs.thou thing of no bowels thou,i 
Ata. Youdogge. 4 
Ther. You feuruy Lord* 

Ata. You Curre. 

Ther . Afars his Ideot; do rudenes,do CanselljdOjdo, 
Enter Achtlies andPatroclns 
Achtl. Why how now wherefore do you this? 
How now Therptes ? what's the matter man ? 

Ther . You fee him there doyou? 

Achtl . I,v hat s the matter. 

Ther. Nay looke vpon him. 

Achtl. Sol do ; whac’s the matter? 


Ther 
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■^T^Jaybut regard him well 

t Metier you take him to be,he is Jmx- 
^Acbil- 1 know chac fooie. 

Ther. I. buc that foolc knowes not hitnfei e. 
a 4 * Therefove i beate thee. . . 

M ba«*«. tto. long- 1 hwc bobb'd h,s B.«»c 
“fXn hchii bcscc my b»n« = 1 will b-J *?“• 
T e . fo. a peny, and his Piamater is not worth the ninth 
i tof a Sparrow. Tin., Lord (Allies) A,ax who wears 
|U*U in his belly, and his guttes in his head. He tell you 

■ what I fay of hi«n» 

/chtl. What? 

fher. I lay this iAiax -- 

jchil. Nay good Aiax. 

Ther. Has not fo much wit. 

i,U. Nay, I muft hold yoil. 

Ther. As will flop the eye of Helens Needle,for w om 
^coities to fight. 

Achtl. Peace foolc. , f . 

fhcr. I would haue peace and quietnes.out the foole 

willnoc: he there, that he, looke you there. 

Aiax. O thou damn’d Curre, lfhail- 
Achtl. Will you fee your wit to a Fooles. 

Ther. No 1 warrant you.for a lodes wid Ihame it. 
p»t. Good words Jherfites. 

Achtl. What’s the quarrcll? 

Aiax. 1 bad thee vile Owle,goe Ieame me the tenure 
of the proclamation ,3iid he tayles vpon me, 

Ther. I ferue thee not. 

Aiax. Well.go too, go too. 

Ther. I feme heere v oluntary. 

AM. Your laftferuice was fufferance, ewasnotvo- 

j un tary, no mtn is beaten voluntary : Aiax was heere t re 

voluntary and you as vnder an Iropreffe. 

Ther. Enelo, a great dcale of your wit too hes m your 
(innewes, or elfe there be Liars. HeSor (hall haue a great 
catch, if he knocke out either of your brames,he were as 
uood cracke a fuftie nut with no kernell. 

” Achtl. What with me to 7 herfues ? 

Ther. Ttv.r-''s rtjffes.znd o\d Neft or, whole Wit was 
mouldy cre their Grandlires had nails on their toes,yoke 
you like draft-Oxen.and make you plough vp the watre. 
Achtl. What?what? 

Ther. Yes good footh, to Achilles ,to Aiax , to——— 
Aiax . I (hall cot out your tongue* 

Ther. ’Tis no matter, I fhall lpcake as much as thou 
afterwards. 

Pat. No more words Thsrfttes. 

Ther.I will hold my peaee when Achilles Brooch bids 
tne,fiiall 1? 

Achtl. There’sforyou Patrocltu. 

Her. 1 wi lfeeyoahang’d likeClotpoJ.es cre I come 
anymore to yo ur Tents; I will keepe where there is wic 
ftirring, and leaue the fadtion'of fooles. Txit . 

Pat. A good riddance. 

AchilMmy chu Sir \i proclaim’d through al our hoft. 
That Heitor by the fift houre of the Sunne, 

‘Will with a Trumpet*’twixt our Tcats and Troy 
To raorrow morning call fome Knight to Armes, 

That hath a ftomacke, and fuch a one that care 
Maintaine 1 know not vyhset • ’tis trafh. Farewell. 

Amx. Farewell t who fhall anfwcr him? 

Achil % 1 know not,’tis put to Lottry: otherwife 


Heknew hismatio 

Aiax.O meaning you,I wil go learne more o(\t.Exit a 
Enter Priam Jlector ,7 'royItu^Parts and Helentu* 

p Y i . After fo many houresjhues/peechesfpcnt,, 

Thus once againe fayes Neftor from the Greekes, 

Deliuer Helen all damage elfe 

(A* honour, Ioffe of time, trauaile, e^pence. 

Wounds, friends,and wliac eis aeere that is confum'd 
In not digefiion of this comorant Warre^ 

Shall be ftrokc off. /A^r,what fay you too’u 

Hett. Though no man leflerfearcs the Greeks then I, 
As farre as touche* my particular: yet dread Priom^ 
There is no Lady of more fofttr bowels. 

More fpungie, to fucke in the fenfc of Feare, 

More ready to cry out, who Lnowes what followes 
Then Heitor is; the wound of peace is furecy. 

Surety lecurc : but rnodeft Doubt is caf d 
The beacon of the wife; thetent that fearches 
1 o'th’bottome of the worft# Let Helen go. 

Since the nrft iword was drawneabout this queftion, 
Euery tythe foulc ’mongft many theufand difmes^ 

Hath bin as deere Helen \ I meane ofours ; 

If we haue loft fo many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not ours,nor worth to vs 
(Had it our name) the valew ofene ten ; 

What merit’s in chat rcafon which denies 
The yeelding of her vp. 

Troy . Fic,fie,my Brother; 

Weigh you the worth and hi nour ofaKing 
(So great as our dread Father) in a Scaic 
Of common Ounces? Wil you with Counters futacne 
Tie paft proportion of his infinite, 

Andbucklc m a wafte moft fathomleffe, 

With fpannes and inches fo diminutiue, 
Asfearesandreafons ?Ficfor godly fbame? 

HeL No rnarucl though you bice fo flbarp at reafons. 
You ai efo empty of them, fhould ooc our Father 
Beare the great fway of his affayres with reafons, 

Becaufe your fpecch hath none that cels him to. 

Troy . You arc for di eames & {lumbers brother Prieft 
You furrcyourgloues with rcafon:hereare your rcafons 
You know an enemy intends you harme ? 

You know,afword imploy'd ispcrillous^ 

And rcafon flyes the obie& of all harme. 

Who maruels then when Helena* beholds 
A Grecian and his fvvord, it he do fee 
The very wings of reafon to his h:eles: 

Or like a Starre diforb’d. Nay, if wetalfce of Reafon, 
And flye like chidden Mercurie from Ioue, 

Let’s (hut our gates and fleepe : Manhood and Honor 
Should haue hard hearts, wold they but fat their shoghts 
With this cramm’d realon : rcafon and rcfpeft t 
Makes Liuers pale, and lufiyhood deiedt* 

Heel, Brother, fhe is not worth 
What file doth coft the holding. 

Troy. What’s aught, but as ’tis valew’d ? 

Hell. But value dwels not in particular willj 
Jt holds his efttmatc and dignitie 
As well, wherein Tis precious of it felfc s ^ 

As in theprizer: * Tis made Idolatric, 

To nuke the feruice greater then the God 
And the will dotes that is inclmeable 
To wharinfe&ioufly it felfc aftefts, 

Without forne image of th’affe(Sed merit, 

Troy. I cake to day a Wife, and my elt&iom 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will ; 

f i 







































































